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rs. terrifically endowed plantation slaves. 


not, in fact, feel much of anything. She took the mon 
hospital cr *—■— -'-"■ 


le. Without Mrs Mitchelson 
to care for she rarely thought to fix dinner. She became 
pale and listless. Elaine said, “Why don’t you lunch at 
n-?'s today? They’ve ' . 




iny. Prosperity has taught mi 
Svery month Sandra mailed the Church a check for 

cribed with the Church motto: I/you do not wish to 


said, “You’re looking so much better, girl. Why don’t 

Tokyo software executives, they told me to bring a 
friend.” Mr Morgan granted Sandra a fifty dollar raise 

office,” on his way to a toothpaste manufacturer and 

Church doctrine was unequivocally validated. Sandra 
increased her monthly contribution to thirty dollars. 

rjl hen one night Sandra discovered her super-con- 

length “Cameo lace” nightgown from Vasserette, her 
Nazareno Gabrielli padded cashmere slippers. Her 
an lightly along a polished oak bannister. The 

_r -. . .- 

slightly ajar. Bright yellow light from b^nd the door 
g^ g shadows down the length^ome 









She closed her eyes and tried again. No matter how 
hard she concentrated she could not make the car 
appeM. It was nearly dawn before she fell asleep, and 

The wooden stairs were firm and cold against her feet; 
toey even cre^d occasionally. The car, she wondered. 

matter, she told herself. She would accept what was 
given. She wasn’t choosy: she wasn’t greedy. She 
only wanted her fair share. She walked to the end of 
the corridor, pushed opi ’ ’ " ' . - 


pulled shut the door. The musi 
“Tsistent bass ' 

shf 


but she did no. o__— 

might harm her, she thought—jolt her like electricity, 
singe her like fire. She pulled the door shut. 

When she awoke the next morning she examined 

orange and green brochure, which described them as 
“The Greatest Books Ever Written.” Madame Bovoiy, 
The Scarlet Letter, Fathers and Sons, The Red and the 
Black, Jude the Obscure. Each volume was bound in 
mine leather and filled with nuj 




“Never?” Matthew’s ft 

Tempura, teriyaki, Misu soup ? 
I know the best place in town, 
size of my fist.” He showed her 

"All right. Eight-thirty—but try and be on time. I’ll 
aly honk twice. Here.” He handed her the steno pad. 
[’ll need your address. Draw me a little map or some- 

Matthew picked her up at nine and t 

.1.:----- 

t—with her 
ily occurred 

Thursdays. I’m almost certain, in fact. If you’re hungry, 
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Yeovil tapped his ID into the console. The Household 
extruded a couch fiom the floor. It looked sculpted. 
Out of vanilla ice cream. 



utmoded breather. It kept the 



“I am dreaming a historical piece, focusing on the 
character of John Kennedy, martyred president of the 
United States of America. Kennedy was known to be a 

inapt that your touch with erotica be applied.” 

Kurtz sat on the couch, trying to find the loophole. 
‘‘What about the certification?” 

‘‘I plan on sidestepping the BBDC. They have no 
real authority, and I am supported by my publishers 
and the vast public interest in my work. The Board 
owes its precarious existence to its claim that it repre- 


‘Tve dreamed a guideline. The sequence you'll 
However the first person is blank.” 


slung the body over several twist-tie rubbish bags in 
the forecourt of a condemned high-rise. It would look 

simito mr^^withi/wa!tog^dis'ta^e*'K the BlaS 

body would be stripped of any usable organs. The 
incident would not rate a mention on the local. 

his Household to forget Kurtz's visit. He fed in a plaus- 

Then he slept. The next stage was complicated, and 
he Hid not want to deal with it late at night after his 
le felt a twinge of insomniac excitement. 



“Sorry.” Yeovil stretched his mind around the prob¬ 
lem.‘Tve still gotafr--■-” 


eMly?John.’^onJ^ke/Lbious.“Ok^^^ 


an have Oswald mi 



purpose. Too many splices and scribbles. Plus he would 

work done on JFK. The dream would be worth a lot of 
money. Yeovil doled himself out a shiver of self-delight. 
He printed on the clone’s spine: JFK by John Yeovil. 
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“You’re naked,” she said as we stumbled out. 

war, a war against Time.” I shouted and took her hand 
as we caught a glimpse of him flying above the bare 

him at our disposal, he’ll be at our beck and call." 

We ran down the narrowing avenue, looking up at 
him. He dipped and cavorted maliciously ahead of us; 

like a kite caught in a gust of wind; the black soutane 

like a sail and lifted him high. I saw his laughing face, 
both innocent like a child teing thrown in the air, and 


icicles, the shrubs buried in snow, and no sign of life. 

The falling of night began to be accompanied by the 
silent fall of large flakes, which made the air a touch 
warmer, and my problem greater. Where could I belter? 
Didn’t mountain-climbers make hide-outs ftxjm packed 
snow? But my frozen fingers refused to obey me. 



so carelessly cast aside in our game...the sheltering 
caravan...the bed: it had blankets, though we had not 
needed them.., Never to play games again. To die in an 
ice cold wood and all because of Time. The bastard, 
the bastard—I shook myself and opened my eyes. Just 


him and hurled abuse as we ran. I was glad of her 

was and almost stopped. But I was chasing Time. I let 
faster than I’d ever run in my life, to keep him in sight 

thick cmpet of winter clouds. I stood panting, cursing 



was holding inside the belt, and I had a breech-cloth. 
The scarf was so long that I could even wear the other 
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recognised them instantly as those who had come for 
her brother and who had also interrogated her until 



swastika under the lapel. Kicker boots. She quickly 
undressed and put his clothes on. A good fit. On with 
his cap. Outside she passed the two plainclothesmen 
making for her classroom: they didn’t look twice at 

left the building. She checked Jurgens’ wallet and 
went to his address. The clothes she wore were sweaty 
and nauseated her a little. His flat smelled the same. 

Josef Strauss on ±e wall. She quickly found his pass¬ 
port and left. 


J anet Anne had finished off Presley’s hip flask and 

“None of my friends will believe me," she said. 
"Got^my camera here," said Presley, “let's take 


°^Pose.^S?k^P?se.CliS.Pose^Click. 

^ “You got ^autiful legs, baby. Can w 


Janet lifted her Idrtle greei 

ceiling Tho e pantie —the 
Llf. “Don’t look down now. 


a bit above her knee and 


“No,” said Presley sharply, but the girl just laughed 

her. She pulled her pants down; Presley saw the golden 
triangle and flinched. “Don’t do that!” he shouted 
again tmd ^struck her face, then drew back as she 

shrieking and wailing as a cut opened up above her 
eye. He pleaded with her but she was oblivious. He 
backed toward the door and opened it. MP's were 


leaning against the side dozing. Presley jumped in 
and drove off at speed as the MP’s ran for their jeeps. 



Charing Cross between a portrait artist and a drunk he 

-j ....XL ..Tx-X—:u,jQ jjgy jjj January 

'hen poor Guy Fawkes 
. ._.jd whilst still aUve/A 

or he should have our sjrni- 
so possibly likewise should Yukio Mishima/ 

to these matters we should not show diffidence...” 

He moved from image to image along the rosary as 
he spoke. When he had the price of a half bottle of gin 
he moved on. 



way he turned his face to the sky bu 
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